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seems the courts refused to
AT A SIGNAL-POST.

We started at daybreak the next
' morning, and after an hour’'s elimb my

where we found Lieut. Istevan toasting

his breakfast at a pine-knot fire. “ This

the guide; “the Lientenant has been
here after messages since the day before
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EDITORIAL NOTE.

The wild and picturesque life of the Coban |

struogeler for liberty in his native forests
and mounntains has never been s=o entertain-
ingly or truthfully set forth as in these
sketches by Thomas C. Esterman. The
author, who was an Ameriean gun-maker, 1n
business in Manzanillo, being fond of ad-
venturons experiences, was easily persuaded

to accompany one of the Cuban oflicers to a

camp in the Eastern province to repair an
outhit of Mauser rifles, and he was by no
means averse to sharing for awhile the for-
tunes of the Cuhan patriots. A keen ob-
gerver and ready writer, his appreciative and
often highly dramatic reproduction of scenes
and bappenings illustrative of the character
of people and country cannot fail to please
the reader, be he sceking for knowledge or
entertainment. Notwithstauding the much
that has been published about Cuba and her
people, one needs just such treatment of the
subject as Mr. Esterman gives it to realize
mauny phases of their true character.,

Serg’t Garceia, in charge of our mule-
train, came into camp one evening
with provisions enough to obviate the
risks of “ Portuguese fasts™ for weeks
to come. He told us that at a ford
of the Rio Moscon, some 25 miles
from camp, his scouts, it seems, brought
in news of & running fight between a
troop of Spanish rangers and Pacheco’s
horde of negro bushwhackers, and judg-
ing from the echoes of an approaching
fusillade, the Sergeant thought it the
best plan to turn sharp to the right and
pick his way through brook-beds and
vamblas, till he reached the vantage-
ground of a flat-topped hill at a safe
distance from the main wagon-road.

Hostile scouts did flit about that road,
but the echoes of the manhunt gradually
died away. The marauders bad scat-
tered, and while the rangers chased one
detachment in a westerly direction across
the Mayo River Mountains, another
turned straight east, and scuttled into
some cove among the foothills of the
Sierra Vasteca.

That lifted the embargo of Camp
Barrancas, and, with Capt. Holgar's per-
mission, next morning we paced off a
range for target-practice,

As a rule, the Cuban guerrillas are
better hunters than their Spanish rivals ;
they kunow the wood-trails and the habits
of every bird ; but in point of general
marksmanship honors are easy. Neither
the Spaniard nor his West Indian eousin
is by nztare a rifle-making biped ; their
or;,_::'_ms of copstructiveness are poorly
developed, thourh in destruetive pen-
chauts and abilities they can
our Modoc Indians, that traveled 50
miles through deep sand-drilts for the
special purpose demolishing a little
weeting-house.

I have seen reeruits change color and
falter in appr a bombshell mor-
tar, and wit! v the same hesitation
gonie of cur bushwhackers advanced to
the targetstand.  All they knew of a
Mauszer rif i
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Capt. Holzar took out his note-book
' and strolled over to the target-pit.

Did he suspect me of colluzion with
| the marker, or did he wish to study the
lof!iw‘t of Mauser bullets at that un-
| Christian distance?

I gave him plenty of time to verify

my previous se and then peg
‘away azain. The non-commissioned
officers at my side kr-pt an eye on my
manner of loadine.

“Yes, that settles

b
Ecore,

it,” said

H#He Raxarp His FieLn-
Castro, when the Captain at Inst retraced
his steps. “ Iive fair hits and a touch
otit of a total of 12 shots.”

“ Heavens: what meat we have b2en
losing,” mutiered Corp’l Gaspar, * by
not getting such shonting machines long
ago, The runaway cows on the platean

| of the Sierra de San Pable, he informed
me, began to get nervous on seeinz a
stranger get nearer thian 400 yal ds: but
600—ves, that would have turned them

t2

81[ iuto.juri,c-l Lvi.‘-,:f months aro.

patural manner, I heard one of them L € Ly
, , , , A NEW APPOINTMENT.
multer, and saw his comrades exchange

furtive glances, while 1 was trying to Bome 50 steps from the shooting-stand
- ! | 1 $ R | levar eton - - vhias d
esplsin the mechanism of an ejector | Capt. Holgar stopped for a whispered
gpring. conference with one of the Lieutenants,
There were exceptions. Quarter-|and eyed me sideways so often that 1
master Holgar and one of the Sergeants | could only liope he would not indiet me

seemed to take keen iuterest in me-

a

chanical curicsities, but their comments
often sugzested their inexperience in the

management ol longz-range rifles,

WOEK WITH MAGAZINE GUN.

“Yes, we have practiced at a 300-
vard range before,” said the Captain;
- - .

e
“but beyond that it seems to be a mere
game of chance,”

“JIn tar

il T :
foothills 7" I inquired.

“No, in open ground, too,” said he:
“owing to the arrangement of the rifle-
gights. Why, what's the use betting on
ehooting-matches at 1,000 wards, when
your aim gets blurred at half that dis-
tance? It might be different in Africa,

where they bave game as big as a board- |

|

ing-house, but anything smailer than a
buffalo bull gets hidden by the front
eight at a quarter of a mile. So where's
ghe use? ™

I made no reply, cleaned the glander-
ed sights of my favorite Mauser, and
soon after began firing at the maximum
range.

“ What distance would you call that?”
lbl\(d the ('apluiu, when the marker
had reported two second-ring hits and
one rim-scraper out of five shots,

“Six-hundred yards, or let’s say 550,

to allow for the roughness of the
ground.”
. “The devil you say!” shading his
eyes to estimate the correctness of my
computation ; then, after a scrutiny of
my rifle-barrel, “ how the wonder do you
doit?”

“ Practice, that's all; or practice and
[ gf:r}fl cleaning ramrod.”

“ Yes, but—say, will you oblige me
$o keep this up a little longer ¢

rlewoods like lIJ'.‘-O of the |

witeheraft, but I found

on a charre of
[ that I had merel
ion, anid 1

[ﬁf_-il.- had sadidied

been gailty of an in-
t myv black art ex-
h an :1iai-umt-f
ment as Purvevor's assistant, '
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“We were wondering if you wounld
sue us for breach of contraet,” said the
| Captain; “but Lieut. Salinez has an |
1dea thint you might be fond of exer
land the cook will make it worth your
{ while to put these rifl.s to a praciical|
| test. Our mountain-climber, Lieut. Este-
van, is going fo take a hunting party
to the Sierra Vasteea to-morrow. Would
you like to go alonz and try your luck
| with moving tarzetz?”  In that form

| the change of program eould not well be !

declined ; but I malde up my mind not
1o hit avy milch cows, if I could lu;-lpl
it

Lieut. Estevan had been so rarely in |
‘camp that this was my first chance
|to make his personal acquaintance,
| though he had befriended me more than
I. once, and sent me a package of American

newspapers from San Carlos only a week
before.

“He has been a little moody ever
‘eince the Spaniards ehot his brother,”
said the Captain; “but you will find him
a clever fellow in all essentials, and an
entertaining talker, if you get him in!
the right humor. He was in busi-
ness in Kingston, Jamaica, nearly six
years, and could have got a job as an
interpreter if he had not got disgusted
with that country.”

“Interpreter in Kingston? He talks
English, then ?”

“Yes, he talks and writes it; but he
has got to hate the very name of the
nation. Some English sharper cheated

roredl

."':('1

\ v. They can’t risk to exchange
sigmals till the coast is quite ciear.”

“That's one good thing about Cuba, |

i=n'tit? Youcan pick yourown climate,”
observed the Lieutenant.
North Yankee would have felt quite at

home up here ; at one time I did think |

»

I had frozen oue of my hind feet.
“Yes; even tha veretation
North American,” I replied ; “just look
at all those oaks and pine All

looks

y trops
» LTS,

our Northern field erops would thrive at
Serg't | this altitude.”
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The vegetation of mountain-hights i

l":l”".' the sama the world over. \\l’!
vacled  throuzh huckleberry patelies
and =aw copses of clineapins and elder |

bushes, and here and there amongst the
bowlders of the sierra brooks flow I'inl'_'!
rhiododendrons  indistineuizhable f{rom
those of the Tennessee highlands,
lizards scampered across the trail n W |
and then, but not more frequently than |

the squirrels of the Southern Alleghanies, |

Bier |

and only the shriek of the mountain
parrots and the weird, moaninz call-note |
of the West Indian horubill br ks the!
| of home reveries.

At about 9 a. m. we made a halt on|
a promontory that alforded a marvellous |

!

o
L

‘I\'J..l:'-'.' of the Sierra .‘\i:l':-lr.i. the creat |

southzastern Cuba, wicra
the hizhlands of the West Indian archi- |
pelago sezm to attain their maximum |
clevation. ‘

coast-ranze ol

The estimates of that maxi- |
mum difier, but judging from analogies
[ could not help suspecting that somea of
the peags now in sight must exceed the
hight of Mt. Mitchell by at least 2,000
feet.

The summits of the Sierra de San
Tomas, west of Bayamo, could likewise
be distinguished above the wooded crests
of the river hills ; but my companion was
anxious to ascertain the meaning of a
campfire emoke much nearer by, and
after clambering about the rock in all
directions, at last scaled a tree and
ranged his fieldglass from a fork of its
top branches,

“It's those Pelados; those cursed moss-
troopers,” said he, when he came down,
' rubbing his shins. “ They are hiding in
our foothills, and will soon have a fuss
with our scouts if we do not move them
out. That's just what Serg’t Garcia ex-
pected when he persuaded us to take
that Matanzas bugler along. Have you
got your tooting-tin handy, Robledo ?”

“ Yes, sir; shall I tryablast?” asked

i

WASHINGTON, D. C.. THURSDAY,

guide brought us to the crest of a ridge, |

{is one of their signal-posts” explained |

“Last night a|

he?™ | sh

] its dozen lives out of 1t.”

‘antless ranchos in the mountains of

him out of every cent he had iz the J

& ctucklebeaded native whom I had

DECEMBER 8,

often heard imitating Spanish bugle-
sienals on an old hunting-horn.

" Yes: but wait a minute till we et
out of this gap,” £aid the Lieutenant.
| “Those apes are pretty good at tree-
climbing themselves, and might get a
alimpse of us Mow toot away,” said
he, when we reached the thicket of the
next sierra brook.

|
|

=

A “BLUFF-GAME."

The bugler made his way through
the bushes to the brink of the western
|d(:ciivi:y, and then waked the mountain
echoes with a staccato of shrill blasts,
a ¢ rally on the eenter skirmishers,” in
the approved style of the Spanish cav-
trumpeters.  Then, clambering

alry

peated hiz assemb!v-call, shriller than
betore, and 10 minctes later we could
plainly hear the stampede of the alarmed

some 300 yards down the slope, he re-|
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That hankering for usurpation came
stronz upon me when the windings of a
highland glen brought us insight of a
clearing with a deserted dwelling-house
and neglected garden on a midway
terrace of the Sierra Vasteca. There
were no other clearings in that part of
the mountaing, and in a land of peace
the owuners could have enjoyed all the
fun of a family picnic in paradise.

“They were arrested about the middle
of last June,” said the Lieutenant, *‘and
it was a case of what you might call
| suffering shipwreck in sight of the harbor.
| 'The proprietor had contrived to keep on
good terms with both parties through
all those years of trouble, and then had
to go under jusi as luck seemed about to

| or some other outsider would take a hand
in the game.”
“Was he an American?” Iinquired,

Pelados. The inexpensive stratagem

h-_“l ans“'erctl ]{3 :)Il['!l‘)-‘_'.f’, ﬂ"{‘ L}le moss- |

troopers had departed
under the impression
that the Epanish
rangers were on their
track and approach-
ing at a perilous rate
0! .“-{:E.‘cd.

“{here's birds in
that thicket ahead
tirere,” said Serg't
Castro, who had

picked our trail since
we left the lookout
clitf; “they must be
grouse or pheasant, by

the way they are
geratching.”
“Go easy, then,”

gaid the Lieutenant;
“they may give us a
chance, if they do
not skip out too
quick.”

I had got my rifle
rea<ly, and crouching
behind a stump at
first sight of our
gaie, fired three shots
at o string of bush-
pheazants that filed
across the road some
60 yards ahead of us.
Tha first bird flopped
about sprawling, but
regained its legs and
ran out of sight, the
geccnd dropped in the
trail. and the third
ivwe] off in o spust,

thodzh my bullet had
knocked a eloud of
feathers out of his

juckcL
“There! just as I

Paclieco ghooting ; but !
not for luck,” said|
the Sergeant. “1 saw
Old  Longz-lezs shoot
at three bush-cocks,
just shke that, and
bag two of them,
though one of his
yulleta missed a yard and a half.”

“ s ] ?” I asked; “my

tracheco !
t . o 22
nuuter, vou mean?

¥y (i S

oSy

told you! he lw::{:-;

|
|

“ No, an Irishman from Nueva Sota,”
| said the guide; “ his name was Esmar.
Lor somethinz of that sort; a great her-
| etie, I understood.”

Spanish nomeneclature is somewhat
vagzue In dealing with foreign proper
names,  *“Nueva Sota” micht stand for
Nova Secotia or New York, and the

obert Elsmere, thouzh the Lieutenant
had an impression that his right name
was Smart. One of my Bavamo neizh-
bors went by a name as saintly-Spanish
as anvthing in the Salamanca Almanae,
and it took me a year to find out that

Singleton.

Mr. “ Ismar” had been a registrado,
or Government protege. The compulsory
removal of the farming population had
never been as thorough as our Aunerican
newspapers used to represent it. Thou-
sands of ranchers were suffered to remain
on farms close enough to garrison towns
to obviate the risk of treasonable trans-
actions, and hundreds of others were
left unmolested because they had been
able to procure a certificate of loyalty.

FATE OF A REGISTRADO.

In out-of*the-way districts these loyal-
ists had often a hard time trying to
keep their balance between Satan and
the sea-monsters, KExcess of loyalty
might arouse the wrath of the insur-
gents, while concessions to the blackmail
collectora of the next bushwhacker
camp were liable to be reported by the
omnipresent Spanish spies,

Mr. Smart had tried in vain to steer
'a safe middle 2ourse, After having
| been under surveillauce of the Spanish
| seouts for a couple of months, he was
'at last arrested on a charze of “aiding
traitors,” and dragged to Nuevitas, while

his wife and children were reconcen-

| trated in Santiago, their doom being in
either case equivalent to a eentence of
death.

“OUrejon de manzanas a des pesstas per
aroba,”” said a signboard on a rickety post of

s SR
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b’ ¢ the co ks puiimnler, Old

Privilezes,” said the Lieutenant; “ you

Ut beat his luck at all; there scems

: rame wherever he goes—unless he
linds it by seent, lixe a bird-dog.”

ilolf a mile fdarther south, Lieut.

E 1) |fm!npz'_'fl a rubbit at the first

4, and I Lad begun to flatter myself |
with the huj:ﬂ that our Mausers “.'uul.]i

| = " Bl : i F 5 a
'“ bat better led’s start out; 1t’s nearly  not hive a clear miss acainst their score |
cight miles to our best hunting-grounds" | that dav, when my own rifle wasted a

cartridge upon a mountain-eagle. |
would have staked my salvation that
the bullet must have piercad his body
from end to end, but in the thick fl_:lia_-_;-l.'
of the trectops we did not see a feather
drop, and Don Aguila certainly con-
tinued his flight as if nothing had
Ii:l}a!r lJ"Tti.

“They are a3 tough as sharks,” said
the Lieutenant, to smooth my rufiled
feelings ; “ you can’t kill a raseal of that
sort unless you shoot hLis head off. We
caught one in a trap & year ago, and it
took us a quarter of an hour to whack

“Yes, and they say those three-mile
rifles are better at bitting than at
killing,” remarked the guide,

There is certainly an impression to
that effect, but its chief basis, I believe,
i3 the experience of hospital surgeons,

| who have less trouble with a clean |
| perforation than with a deeply-imbedded |

and probe-eluding old-fashioned musket- |
ball. A modern rifle-bullet, on the
other hand, may fatally injure three
men standing side by side; and the
difference might be summed up in the
conclusion that a Mauser projectile will
do more immediate exeeution, while a
flint-lock ball is more formidable in its
after-effects,

A CHARACTERISTIC S8CENE,

A depopulated village is a melaneboly |
gight to human, or, at least, to humane, |
eyes; but how is it that there is always|
something attractive about a deserted |
homestead in the solitude of a primitive
wilderness? I have seen scores of ten-

eastern Cuba, and could never leave
them without a sigh of regret.

The desire to dismount and “jump
the claim,” agour Western miners would
express it, i3 apt to get the better of all
emotions of sympathy with the fate of
the former owner.

' Summer, and the trees were alive with a ras-
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verify his pl‘etll(.'{iull that his countrymen |

heretic mizht have been a relative of |

“San Letono” was a metamorphosis of

Copyright

EDITORIAL NOTE.

Dr. Cannon, who was a voung Alabama
hoy when the civil war broke out, entered the
|

of Forts Henry and Donelson. His father
had be:n a Union man up to the time of
secession, when he econsidered it his daty to
«o out with his Stat-.
pictures of the life of the private soldiers of
rebeldom. Dr. Cannon’s quaint way of teil-
ing humorous episades, in which he does not
spare himself, his occasional stirring pathos,
and blunt, forceful manner of describing
| MOVINZ Scenes ol tne I, must
his story as one of the best trom the view of
the 1-,:-.--.5;1::- soldisr that has been wrilten.
He has narrated in lively style the ra
of the 27th Ala, and the ab thi
members expected to accomplish in repelling
the Northern invaders, their disappointment
{ at the result at Forts Heury and Donelson,
the return home, amd the march to Shiloh
too late to be of service. Dr. Canoon anl
others of his regiment became members of
the 45th Miss.. and started on the Kentucky
campaign., His narrative of further events

ttielle
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As I am not writing history, I will
not impose upon the readers of THE

figured. We crossed the Tennessee on
Aug. 31, 1862, carrying no tents, bivou-

enough to procure a few hours’ sleep,
considering ourselves lucky if it hap-
pened to be in the timber, where we
could have the shelter of a tree; nor
were we much burdened with other
bagzage, as the Confederacy could not
furnish us clothinz and blankets, and
we had been cut off from home so long
that what we had was about worn out.
In short, we started out in “ Jight = .reh-
|ing order.” and held ouc own

‘re-_;;;ect throu ghout the campaign,

The march through Tennessce was
without hindrance, except that we halted
one day in Sequatchie Valley to give
time for the artillery and wagon-train,

{ which was a longz one, to cross the
| mountains. While here our ecompany

was detailed to picket a road on the|
| side of the mountain about two miles|

“T LooKED AROUND AND FouND MYSELF AlLONE."

cents a hushel), !

. But fruit had become cheaper at Mr. Es-/

mar's ranch. Hogs, rats and Pelados had
helped themselves at will all through the

cally kind of steel-blue crows that have a keen
sent for orchard prodacts,

*“ There were about 200 fourfooters of one
sort or other belonging to this farm,’? said the
guide, ‘‘but they are badly scattered now,
and wonld all be dead if the moss-troopers
conld atiord to hunt with powder and lead.
They have clubbed the souls out of the sheep,
but the goats were too smart for them, and

(Ooutinued on third page.)

the orchard gate (dried apples for sale at 40 |

from camp, with special orders to pre-
vent any whisky or brandy being
brought into camps.

It was quiet enough in the early part
of the night, but about midnight two
fellows came riding in on wagon mules
they had “ borrowed ” from a teamster.
When halted they said they had been
out foraging, and their wagon had
broken down and they were returning
to camps for repairs. Oune carried a jug
and the other had more than his share
of canteens, which looked suspicious,
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BY DR. J. P. CANNON, Co. C, 27th Ala.
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contain apple brandy instead o® buttere
milk, as they protested.

Qur orders were positive, and we had
to arrest them, but were not as honest
as “Si and Shorty ” when they arrested
the smuzzlers in Middle Tennessee and
broke the bottless Instead, we pro-
ceeded to destroy the brandy in a differ-
ent way, assisted by the prisoners, who

'took the matter good naturedly, and

sLamp

seemed willing to divide.
In a short time we heard coming from

i

| the same direction more who evidently
had been imbibing pretty freely, judging

from the nose thv:}' made )‘cl!i:s;, lau_-,:h-
ing and singing merry songs. They
ran rizht into our trap, entirely oblivie

| ous of danger lurking in front, and very

1 + . 3 | o1
prowises our readers excellent entertainment, teens

Nariosal TrIBUSE anything more!
than a few reminiscences of the Ken-|
tucky campaign, in which the two Ala-|
bama companies and 45th Miss. and I!

acking anywhere we could stop long|

l:md on examination they were foand to

much surprised, as they bad passed out
on the same road before we were posted.
They, too, were loaded down with can-
all filled with apple brandy; and
from that time the boys were coming in
at intervals the remainder of the nights

HERE WAS ‘‘ A STATE OF THINGS.”

By daylight we had as many pris-
oners as we could manage—prisoners,
captors, officers and privates, all in
ditferent stages of intoxication—some
drunk, while others were only just a
little ** boozy,” myself among the latter
class. Having never been accustomed
to drinking anything intoxicating, I
touched it very lightly, for it was not
at all pleasant to the taste; but, todo as
the rest did, I gulped 1t down like medi-
cine and excused myself on the plea ol
“ war times.”

When we reached camps the reax
of the army was just moving out, our
division having been gone at least two
hours. Some of the boys were then too
drunk to travel, and pitching them into
waons which had not got started, we fol-
lowed ¢  overtaking the command
about novu, when we were all placed
under arrest and ordered to march in
rear of the regiment.

We found to our disgust that the
other Alabama company also was under
arrest for stealing *“roasting-ears” the
day before. The Mississippians had
ereat fun at our expense, and tantalized
the “ Yallerhammers,” as they called us,
to an unmerciful degree,

After three days the privates of both
companics were re-
leased, but the com-
missicued officers
were held under arrest
until the 8th of Oe-
tober, when they were
released to partici-
pate in the battle of

T

Perryville,
We crossed the
Cumberland  River

(by wading) 60 miles
above Nashville, and
reached Glasgow, Ky.,
about Sept. 10, where
Gen. Bragg issued a
proclamation, calling
on the Kentuckians
to rally to his stand-
ard. He had been
assured by citizens of
the State that they
would join the Con-
federacy if an oppor-
tunity was presented,
and this was one of
the objects of the in-
vasion. Leaving Glas-
gow we struck the
Louisville & Nashville
R. R. at Cave City
in advance of Gen.
Buell, who followed
from Nashville,

At Mumfordville
we thought we had
“ struck a snag " when
we were drawn up
around the fort, where
we could look into the
muzzles of frownin
guns and see the glis-
tening bayouets of
the infantry in the
ditches, ex pecting
every moment for the
order to charge. We
knew it would be a
bloody afiair if we
had to take the fort
by assault, although
we largely outnum-
bered the enemy ; but
the afternoon passed without orders,
and we slept on our arms, dreading the
light of day.

We were greatly relieved when morn.
ing revealed the white flag flying, and
the prisoners, 4,000 or 5,000 in number,
were marched out for our inspection.
Besides the prisoners we got a quantity
of arms, ammunition, and other stores,
which we needed ; the most important
part of the capture, to us privates, being
the hardtack and bacon, which we were
in fine condition to handle satisfactorily
to ourselves,



